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OOON after the appearance of the Bavia0' 
^^ my Bookfeller put into my hands an anony- 
mous letter, fuggefting an alteration or two in 
cafe the work fliould come to a fecond edition. 
Being naturally warm-hearted, I felt great 
gratitude for the friendly writer, and, as a fecond 
edition was fpeedily called for, proceeded in all 
Cmplicity of foul to avail myfelf of his labours : 
but by this time my advifers were become fo nu- 
merous and fo contradi£kory, that I found myfelf 
in the fituation of the old man and his afs j and 
therefore determined, as the mpft fikely method 
to fatisfy every body, to reprint the poem juft as 
it was. 

A I fubjoin 
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I fubjoin a few of the Letters, and leave my 
readers, without any comment, to form their own 
opinion on the propriety of my.refolution. 

TO THE AUTHOR OF THE BAVIAD. 

[To the care of Mr. Faulder.] 

LETTER L 

Mister Baviad, 

HOW dar you for to infult a jontleman 

who is my friend? — and when I fay a jontleman, 

I would be underftood to mane Anthony Pafquin, 

Efq. 

Tak his pame out of your book immadlately, 

or by Jafus I ihall run my dirty fift in your face 

as foon as I will get abroad. 

Tours to conunand, 

From my cell^ 
Newgate. JOHN W- ^ . 

LET- 
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L E T T E R II. 

Sir, 

I AM extremely delighted with your 
Baviad, which I take to be an excellent piece of 
fatire, and, generally fpeaking, a juft one : but I 
beg leave to fubmit to your better judgment,, 
whether a fmall alteration of the 134th line 
would not very much improve it. You fay, 
« Cobbe's V/2//W jeft." I think Cobbe's lively jeik 
would found better — Or what think you of 
ftriking out Cobbc altogether, and putting in 
O'Keefe without the O' — ^thus — ^ Keefe's vapid 
jeft ?" It ftrikes me as more poetical. 

You may be fure that Mr. Cobbe knows no- 
thing of this ; which is didated folely by the 
defire of feeing your incomparable poem as per- 
icQ. as poffiUe. 

I am, with due refpe£l, 
Yours, &c» 

GEORGE . 

Aa L E X. 
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LETTER III. 

*^ Bell's whole choir T' Quoufque 
tantum— Yes, Sir, I am proud of the infinuation 
while I defpife it. Tie otvlj they fajy was a 
baker^s daughter. We know what we are, but 
we know not what we may be. Thereby hangs 
a tale : and the World fliall have it — Choice 
BIOGRAPHY is the boaft of my Paper — ^Verba fat 
— ^I have friends-^fo has Laura Maria — She 
18 the Sappho of the age. I wrong her-— The 
Monthly Reviewers read Greek, and they 
prefer our fair countrywoman. I read Greek 
too, but I make no boaft of it. I fell Mrs* 
Robinson's works, and I know their value— 

** It is the bright day that brings forth the 
*^ adder.'' Yenda I defpife 5 Anthony Pasquin 
I execrate — ^The brilliant effufions of fancy, the 
bright corrufcations of genius only, illuminate 
the Oracle — and Arno and Cjesario, names 
facred to the muse of glory^ conftitute a proud 

diftin^lion 
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diftin£lk)Q between Ac unfading leaves of the 
Pythian fhrine, and ^^penjhahle records of the 
DAT. JOHN BELL. 

P. S. " Blockheads with reafon'' — ^you know 
the reft. I fear nothing — yet I love not ever* 
lading feuds — At a word, will one of my new 
COMMON PLACE BOOKS be acceptable ? . 

J.B. 

LETTER IV. 

Sir, 

I BELONG to the Club, and 

have the honour of thinking, with the reft of the 
members, that you have mifdircfted your fatire. 
Can It be worth the while of a gentleman of 
your talents, to wade them on a fct of miferable 
grubs ; while Mr. Fox and his friends riot in 
impunity ? 

Pray, Sir, confidcr this a little— Or fuppofc 

you 
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you were to turn the Jockey Club into verfc— 
I dare fay it would go off well ; as there are 
charadlers which every body knows : but depend 
upon it, all the namby-pamby names of the Blue- 
^flocking Club, with Captain Topham at their 
bead, will never fell you a (ingle copy. 

Tours, &c. 

XY. 

LETTER V. 

Sir, 

IT is obferved by T. Vaughan, Efq. 
that you abufe writers infinitely above your com- 
prehenfion; This may be true, or it may not.— 
To n^e, indeed, there feems a degree of vanity 
in attacking the firft poetical reputations of the 
age. Yenda and Delia Crufca, Laura Maria ai^d 
Anthony Pafquin, are far beyond Ae reach of 
YOUR fatire ; and will be read where you and 
your works are held in deteiUtios» 

If 
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If you muji write, why not attack the Poet 
Laureate, or the author of the Village *Curate ? 
Thefe, Iprefumc, are level to your underftanding. 

But you praife one Burns, a Scotchman! 
Accipe infidias Danaum ! You are from beyond 
THE Tweed then— With fuch the Minifter ia 
always facred; otherwife I would recommend to 
you a few ftriftures on Mr. Pitt. 

I have an idea on diat fubje£l, which, if put 
into poetry, would fell to admiration. Can I fee 
you ? do you ever walk within the Rules ?— — 
Hicpauca deftderantur. 

W.T. 
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THE 

FIRST SATIRE 

OF 

P E R S I U S, 

PARAPHRASTICALLY IMITATED. 



Semper ego audit$r tantum, nunquamm reponaniy 
Vexatus toties rauci Thefeide Codri ? 
Impune ergo mibi recitaverit iUe togatas^' 
Hie elegos > 



B 
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PERS. SAT. I. 

OCURAS hominum ! quantum eft in retius 
inane ! 
Qui 8 leget hacc ? Min' tu iftud ais ? Nemo^ hercule. 

Nemo? 
Vel duo, vel nemo : turpe et miferabile. Quare ? 
Ne mihi Polydamas 8c Troiades Labeonem 

PwBtu- 



* Cui non di6tus Hylas ? And who has not heard of James 
Bofwell, Efq. ? All the world knows (for all the world has it 
under his own hand) that this great man compofed a BAL- 
LAD in honour of Mr. Pitt, with very little affiftance from 
Trufler, and lefs from Mr. Dibdin ; which he produced to the 
utter confuTion of the Foxites, and fung at the Lord Mayor's 

table. 
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Nunc in oviiia — 

Mox in reludtantes dracones. 



jp. XT THEN I, look round on man, and find 

▼ V how vain 

His paflions— 

F. Save me from this canting ftrain ! 
"Why, who will read it ? 

P. Say*ft thou this to me ? 

F. None, by my hfe. 

F. What, none \ Nay, two or three-^— 

F. No, no ; not one. 'Tis fad : but — 

F. Sad, but! why? 
Pity is infult here. I care not, I, 
Tho' * Bofwell, of a fong and fupper vain, 
And Bell's whole choir (an ever-jingling train). 

In 



table. This important " ftate paper*' I have not been able to 
procure, thanks to the fcombri, et quicquid ineptis amicitur 
chartis ; but the terror and difmay it occafioned amongft the 
enemy, with a variety of other circumilances highly ne- 
ceflary to be known, may be gathered from the following 
letter : 

B 2 n 
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Pnetulerint : nugae. 



— Non, 



ro iht CONDUCTOR oftht WOULD. 

Sir, 
THE wafps of oppofition have been very bufy with my 
State Ballad^ " the Grocer of London," and they are welcome. 
Pray let them know that I am vain of a hafty compofition 
which has procured me large draughts of that popular applaufe 
in which I delight. Let me add, that there was certainly no 
fervility on my part s for I publicly declared in Guildhall, be- 
tween the encores, " that this fame Grocer had treated me arro- 
" gantly and ungratefully ; but that, from his great merit as a 
** Minifter, I was compelled to fupport him.** 

The lime may come, when I Ihall have a proper opportunity 
to ihew, that, in one inftance at leaft, <* the man has wanted 
wifdom."— Meanwhile, to give my puny antagoniils a little 
more play for their flings, I fend you the irigbt part of my 
eharafter of him, which will appear very well on the firft day 
•f the new Parliament : 

O thou ! whom wondering we behold^ 
In proudeft public virtue bold ! 
Who, ev'n a tripling, could with eafb 
Baitakmia's helm intrepid feize I 



Whom 
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In fplay-foot madrigals their powers combine, 
To pnufe * Miles Andrews' verfe, and cenfure mine — 

No, 



Whom now (athoufand florros cndur'd) 
Years of experience have matur'd j 
For whom, in Glory's race untir*d, 
Th' events of nations have confpir'd ! 
For whom, ere many funs revolvM, 
Holland has crouch*d, and France diflblv'd ; 
And Spain, in al^oN Quixote fit| 
Has bullied only — to fubmit. 

I am 
The Wo R L D 's very humble Servant, 

JAMES BOSWELL. 

Thefc " bright" lines, which only want a little grammar, 
and a little fenfe, to be perfeftly intelligible, are thought to 
have raifed no fmall apprehenfion ** of the woe to come" ia 
the breafl of the Minifter. Whether he has yet taken any^ 
ileps to deprecate it, is not known : this, however, is certain 
—-that the "puny antagonifts*' above mentioned have been 
awed into fuch filence, refpedting Mr. Bofwell, that if it were 
not for his laudable perfeverance in celebrating himfelf, we 
could not know fuch a man, much lefs fuch a writer, exifted. 
* This gentleman, who has long been known as an induilri- 
•us paragraph-grinder to the morning papers, took it into his 
B 3 head 
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-'^-^— Non, fi quid turfoida Roxnt 
Elevet, accedas : examenve improbum in ilia 
Caftiges trutina : nee te quaeiiveris extra. 

Nam 



head {bme time fmce to try his hand at a Prologue. Having 
none of the ufual requifites for this bufinefs, he laboured to 
little purpofe ; till Dulnefsi whofe attention to her children 
is truly maternal, fuggeiled to him that unmeaning ribaldry 
and vulgairity might pofiibly befubftituted for harmony, fpirit, 
tafte, and fenfe.— He caught at the hint, made the experi- 
ment, and fucceeded to a miracle. Since that .period, every 
play-wright, from O'KeefFe to Delia Crufca, " a heavy de- 
ctenfion I" has been folicitous to preface his labours with a 
few lines de fa faqon, to excite and perpetuate the good hu- 
mour of his audience. As the reader may probably not diflike 
a (hort fpecimen of Mr. Andrews's wonder-working poetry, 
I have fubjoined the following extract from his laft and befl 
performance, his prologue to Lorenzo. 

" Feg, cries fat Madam Dump, from Wapping Wall, 
<« I don't love plays no longer not at all, 
" They're now fo vulgar, and begin fo foon, 
" None but low people dines till afternoon ; 
<* Then they mean fummot, and the like o* that, 
" And its impoffible to fit and chat* 

«' Give 
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No, not a jot» Let thebefotted town 
Beftow as fafhion prompt! the laurel crown ^ 
But do not Thou, who mak^ft a fair pretence 
To that beft boon of Heaven, Common Sense, 



** Give me the uppero, where folks come fo grand in, 
** And nobody need have no underftanding. 



" Amblzione ! del tiranno I 

" Piu forte, piu piano, a che fin — 

<* Zounds ! here's my warrant, and I will come in. 

" Diavolo ! who comes here to fo confound us ? 

<< The conflables, to take you to the round-houfe. 

<* De round-houfe ? — Mi ! 

'< Now comes the dance, the demi charadtere, 

** Chacone, the pas de deux, the here, the there ; 

" And lafl, the chief high-bounding on the loofe toe, 

« Or pois'd like any Mercury, &c." 

And this was heard with applaufe-I And this was read with 
delight ! O fhame ! where is thy blufti ? 

— — morantur 
Pauci ridiculum eflfugientem ex urbe pndorcm. 

B 4 Refign 
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Nam Romse eft quis non ? at, fi fas dicere : fed £i» 
Tuhcy cum ad canitiem, et noftrum iftud yivere 

trifte 
Afpexiy et nucibus facimus qusecunque relifkis. 
Cum fapimus patruos : tunc, tunc. Ignofcite* Nolo* 



♦ For the poetic amours of this lady, fee the Britilh Album, 
particularly the poem called the Interview ; of which, foit 
dit en paflant^ I have a molt delegable tale to tell, when time 
ihallferve. 



<2uid 
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Rcfign thy judgment to the rout, and pay 15 

Knee-worihip to the idol of the day : 

For all are 

F. What ? Speak freely ; let me know, 

P. O might I ! durft I ! Then ^but let it 

go- 
Yet, when I view the follies that engage 

The full-grown children of this piping age 5 20 

See fnivelling Jeroingham at fifty weep 

O'er love-lorn oxen and deferted (heep ; 

See Cowley * friflc it to one ding-dong chime. 

And weekly cuckold her poor fpoufe in rhyme ; 24 

See Thrale's grey widow with a fatchcl roam, 

And bring in pomp laborious nothings home ; 

See Robinfon forget her ftate, and move 

On crutches tow'rds the grave, to f " Light o* 

Love 5" 

I fcarce can rule my fpleen 

JP. Forbear, forbear : 

And what the great delight in, learn to fpare. 30 



+ Light o* Love I that's a tune that goes without a Burden, 

Shakespeare. 



p. It 
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Quid faciam f fed fam petntanti fpkoe cadiiimo. 
Scribimus inclufi^ numeros ille, hie pede Mber, 
Grande aliquid, quod pulmo animx pnphrgus an- 
hekt: 

Scilicet 



♦ Lo, DellaCrnfca! 

** O thouy to whom fuperior worth's allied, 
'* Thy Country's honour, and the Mufe's pride—" 
So fays Lajura Maria^ 

et folem qais dicere falfum 
Audeat ? 

Indeed ihe fays a great deal more ; but as I do not under- 
ftand it, I forbear to lengthen my quotation. 

Innumerable Odes, Sonnets, &c. publifhed from time to 
time in the papers, have jufUy procured this gentleman the 
reputatiDn of the firft poet of the age: but the performance 
which called forth the high-founding panegyric above men- 

tionedy 



,y Google 



P. It muft not, cannot be ; for I was bom 
To brand obtmfive ignorance with fcom ; 
On bloated pedantry to pour my rage, 
And hifs prepofterous fuilian from the ftage* 
1*0, Delia Crufca * ! In his clofet pent, 35 

He toils to give the crude conception vent ; 
Abortive thoughts that right and wrong confound, 
Truth facrificM to letters, fenfe to found ; 
Falfe glare, incongruous images, combine ; 
And noife and nonfenfe clatter through the line. 40 

Tis 



tioned, is a philofophical rhapfody on the French Revolution, 
called the Wreath of Liberty. 

Of this poem no reader f provided he can read) is at this time 
ignorant : but as there are various'opinions concerning it, and 
as I do not choofe perhaps to difpute with a lady of Mrs. R— 's 
critical abilities, I Ihall feleft a few paffages from it, and 
leave the world to judge how truly its author can be faid 
to be 

** gifted with the facred lyre, 

'* Whofe founds can morethaii mortal thoughts infpire." 

This fupernatural effort of genius, then, is chiefly diftin- 
guilhed by three very prominent features — i. Downright 
nonfenfe. 2. Downright frigidity. 3. Downright doggrel. 
—Of each of thefe in its turn : and firfk of the firft. 

Hanff 
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Scilicet hacc populo, pexufque togaque recently 
£t natalitia tandem cum fardpnyche albus, 
Sede legens celfa, liquido cum plafmate guttur 
Mobile coUueriSy patranti fra6iu8 ocello. 



Hie 



Hang o*er his eye the goffamery tear. 
Wreath round her aii^ harp the tim'rous joy. 
A web- work, of defpair> a mafs of woes. 
And o*er my lids the fcalding tumours rolL 

." Tumour, a morbid fwelling." Johnson. — An excellent 
thing to roll over an eye, efpecially if it happen to be hot and 
hot, as in the prefent cafe. 

fummer-tints begemm'd the fcene^ 

And filky ocean flept in glofly green. 

While air's nodlurnal ghoft, in paly fliroud, 
Glances with grieily glare from cloud to cloud. 

And 
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'Ti8 done. Her houfe the generous Piozzi lendsy 

And thither funimons her blue-ftocking friends ; 

The fummona her blue-ftocking friends obey, 

Lur'd by the love of Poetry — ^and Tea. 

The Bard fteps forth in birth-day fplendour dreft, 45 

His right hand graceful waving o'er his breaft ; 

His left extending, fo that all might fee, 

A roll infcrib'd " The Wreath of Liberty/* 

So forth he fleps, and with complacent air 

Bows round the circle, and affumes the chair : 

With lemonade he gargles firft his throat. 

Then fweetly preludes to the liquid note : 

And 



And gauzy zephyrs, fluttering o'er the plain. 
On twilight's bofom drop their filmy rain. " 

Unus inftar omnium ! This couplet daggered me. I 
ihould be loth to be found correcting a madman ; and yet 
mere folly feems unequal to the piodudtion of fuch exquiiite 
nonfenfe. 

2do. 

days of old 

Their periih'd, proudeft, pageantiy unfold. 

•^—nothing I defcry 
But the bare boaft of barren heraldry* 
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*Hic aeque more ptx>bo videas, neque voce ferena 
logentestrepidare Tttos, cum carmina lumbum 

Intraaty 



the huntrefs queen 
Showers her Ihafts of filver o'er the fccne. 

To thefe add, moody mooarchsy radi^t rivers, cooling ca- 
taracts, lazy loires (of which, by the bye, there are none), 
gay garonnes, gloomy glafs, mingling murder, dauntlefs day, 
lettered lightnings, delicious dilatings, iinidng forrows, rich 
reafonings, meliorating mercies, dewy vapours damp that 
fweep the iilent fwamp ; and a world of others, to be foimd 
in the compafs of half a dozen pages. 

3tio. 

In phofphor blaze of genealogic line. 
N. B. Written to " the turning of a brazen candleilick." 

O better were it ever to be loft 

In black negation's fea, than reach the coaft. 

This couplet may be placed to advantage under the firft 
head. 

Should the zeal of parliament be empty words. 

■■ t orn to France, and fee 
Four million men in anpas for liberty. 

— <loom 
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And now 'titfileBce di— Oskivs a& Mubb*. 
Thus while the flow'rf fubjed he pisdtieBy 
A wild delirium round iji' aflembly flies; 
Usufual iuftre (hoots from Emma^s eyes ; 



doom for a breath 
A hundred reafoning hecatombs to death. 

A hecatomb is a facrifice of a hundred head of oxen. Where 
did this gentleman hear of their reafoning f 

Awhile 1*11 ruminate on time and fate ; 
And the moft probable event of things— 

Euge, magne poeta ! Well may Laura Maria fay. 

That Genius glows in every claffic line, 

And Nature dilates every thing that's thine. 

♦ Genius or Muse, whoe'er thou art, whofe thrill 
Exalts the fancy, and inflames the will. 
Bids o'er the heart fublime fenfation roll. 
And wakes ecftatic fervour in the Toill. 

Vide the commencement of the Wreath of Liberty, where 
our great poet, with a dexterity peculiar to himfelf, has con- 
trived to fill feveral quarto pages without a fmgle idea. 

6 Xiuxurious 
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Intranty et tremulo fcalpuntur ubi intima verfu. 

Tun' vetule auriculis alicnis colligis efcaa ? 

Auriculis quibus et dicas cute perditus ohe ! 

Quo didiciifey nifi hoc fermentumy et quse femel intus 

Innata eft, rupto jecore exierit caprificus ? 

En pallor, feniumque* O mores ! ufque adeone 

Scire 



* I learn from Delia Crufca's lamentations^ that he is de- 
clined into the vale of years ; that the women fay to him, as 
they formerly faid to Anacreon^ Tip wy u* ^uid that Love^ 
about two years fince^ 

"—tore 
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Luxurious Arno drivels as he Hands ; 

And Anna fnfks, and Laura claps her hands, 

O wretched man ! And doft thou toil to pleafe. 
At this late hour of life *, fuch ears as thefe ? 
Is thy poor pride contented to receive 6i 

Such tranfitory fame as fools can give I 
Fools who, unconfcious of the critic'^ laws. 
Rain in fuch fliow'rs their indiftincSt applaufe. 
That thou, even thou, who liv'ft upon renown, 
And with eternal puffs infult'ft the town. 
Art forced at length to check the idiot roar. 
And cry, " For heaven's fweet fake, no more, no 

« more!" 
** But why (thou fay 'ft) why am I learn'd, why 

" fraught 
" With all the prieft and all the fage have taught, 70 
'* If the huge mafs, within my bofom pent, 
" Muft ftruggle there, unconfcious of a vent ?" 

Thou learn 'd ! Alas, for Learning ! She is fped : 
And haft thou dimm'd thy eyes, and rack'd thy 

head, 74 



« tore his name from his bright page, 

^* And gave it to approaching age." 

C And 
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Scire tuum, nihil eft, nifi te fcirekoc, fciat alter? 

At pulchrum eft digito monftrari, ct dtcier, Hk eft : 

Ten* cirratorum centum di^Uta fuiflc 

Pro nihik) pendes ? Ecce inter pocnla quaerunt 

R^mulidae fatun, quid dia poemata aarrent. 

Hie aliquis, cui circum humeros byacinthina laena eft^ 

Rancidulum quiddam balba de nare locutus, 

Phyllidas, Hypfipylas, vatum et plorabile ft quid 

EHquat, et tenero fupplantat verba palato. 

Affcnfcrc 



♦ Recounts the wayward fate. — In the Istervtew (fee 
the Britifh Album) the lover finding his miflrefs inex- 
orable, comforts iiimfclf, and juflifies her, by boaAing how 
well he can play the fool. And never did Don Quixote 

exhibit 
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And broke tliy refl for this, for this alone ? 

And is thy knowledge nothing if not known ? 

O fool, fool, fool ! — But ftill, thou crieft, 'tis fweet 

To hear " That's He !*' from every one we meet ; 

That's he whom critic Bell declares divine. 

For whom the fair diurnal laurels twine ; So 

Whom Magazines, Reviews, confpire to praife, 

And Greathead calls the Homer of our days. 

F. And is it nothing, then, to hear our name 
Thusblazon'dby the GENERAL voice of fame? 84 

Pm Nay, it were ev'ry thing, did that difpenfc 
The fober verdid found by tafte and fenfe. 
But mark our jury. 0*cr the flowing bowl, 
When wine hasdrown'd all energy of foul. 
Ere Faro comes (a dreary interval !) 
For fome fond, fafhionable lay they call. 90 

Here the fpruce enfign, tottering on his chair, 
With lifping accent, and afFe6led air, -^ 

Recounts the wayward fate ** of that poor poet. 
Who, bom for anguifh, and difpos'd to fhcw it, 

Did 



exhibit half fo many extravagant tricks in the Sierra Morena, 
for the beaux yeux of his Dulcinea, as bur diftrafted amorofo 
threatens to perform for the no lefs beautiful Anna Matilda. 
C z « Yes, 
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Aflenfere viri. Nunc non cinis ille poetac 
Felix ? non levior cippus nunc imprimit offa ? 
Laudant convivs nunc non e manibus illisy 
Nunc non e tumulo, fortunataque favilla, 
Nafcentur violae ? Rides, ait, et nimis uncis 
Naribus indulges : an erit, qui velle recufet 
Os populi meruifle ; et cedro digna locutus, 
Linquere nee fcombros metuentia carmina, nee thus ? 
Quifquis es, O, modo quem ex adverfo dicere feci, 
Non ego, cum fcribo, fi forte quid aptius exit, 
Quando hoc rara avis eft, fi quid tamen aptius exit, 
Laudari metuam ; neque enim mihi cornea fibra eft : 



." Yes, I will prove tliat I deferve my fate, 

<• Was born for anguiih, and was form'd for hate ; 

« With 
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-Did yet fo awkwardly his means employ, 
That gaping fiends miftook his grief for joy. 

X.oft in amaze at language fo divine, 
The audience hiccup, and exclaim, " DamnM fine !** 
And are not now the author's afhesblefl ? 
Now lies the turf not lightly on his brcaft ? 
Do not fweet violets now around him bloom ? 
Laurels now burft fpontaneous from his tomb ! 

F, This is mere mockery ; and (in your ear) 
Reafon is ill refuted by a fneer. 

Is praife an evil ? Is there to be found 105 

One fo indifferent to its foothing found, 
As not to wifh hereafter to be known. 
And make a long futurity his own ; 
Rather than — 

P. — ^With 'Squire Jeminghamdefcend 
To paftry-cooks and moths, " and there an end !" 

O thou that deign'ft this homely fcene to (hare. 
Thou know'ft when chance (tho* this indeed be rare) 
With random gleams of wit has grac'd my lays. 
Thou know'ft too well how I have relifh'd praife. 



« Withfuch tr^nfcenjlcnt woe will breathe my figh, 
« That envying fiends (hall think it ecftafy," &c. 

C 3 Not 
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Scd rcfti fincmquc extremumque cffe recuTo 
£uge tuum, Be belle ; nam belle hoc, excate totum. 
Qnid non intus habet ? Non hie eft Ilias Atti 
Ebria veratro ; non Ci qua elegidia crudi 
Didarunt procerc^ ; aon quidquid dcnique le^Us 

Scribitur 



« Holcrofc's, Jtc. — S€t the Road to Ruin, a play (if k muft 
be fo calleU) that for improbability of chara&er^ abfurdity of 
ploty and fenfelefs vulgarity of didtion, exceeds any fluff that 
has been produced, on either ftage, fincg the days of Great- 
head's RSOBNT. 

f Merry's blubbering rant-— In a moft wretched rhapfody 
of incomprehenfiUc nonhoity addrefled by thb cende man to 
Mrs. RohiafoDi whkh Am m ber vmJttUU poems (page loo) 

calU 
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NotmiDCthe foul that pants not after fame; iij 

Ambitious of a poet's enyied Qame» 

I haunt the facred &txnt» athirft to prove 

The grateful influeace of the fb*eam I love. 

And yety my friend (though ftiU at praife beftow'd 
Mine eye hasgliften'd* and my chetk has ^ow'd)» xao 
Yet, when I proftitute the lyre to gam 
The eulogies that wait each modlfti ftrain, 
May the fweet mufe my groveling hopes withftand, 
And tear the firings indignant from my hand ! 
Nor tliink that, while my verfc too much I prize. 
Too much th* applaufe of ^ifhion I defpife ; 
For mark to what 'tis given, and then declare. 
Mean tho* I ani, if it be worth my care. 1 30 

Js it not given to Efte's unmeaning dafli. 
To Topham's fuftian, Colman's flippant trafli, 
Miles Andrews' jargon, Holcroft*s ftupid cant *, 
Cobbe's vapid jeft, and Merry's blubbering rant f ? 

Skiird 



calls a charming compoiitsoo, abouocUng in Iauss of cxquifite 
beauty, is the foUowios i^snt : 

Conjure up demons from the main, 
Storms upoaitonnt iadignaiit heap, 
Bid ocean howl, and nature weep, 

C 4 TiU 
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Scribitur in cttreis : calidum fcis ponere fumen, 
Scis comitem horridulum tritadonarc lacerna : 
£t venimy inquis, amo ; vemm mihi dicite de me. 
Qui pote ? V18 dicam ? nugaris— 
O Jane, a tergo quern nulla ciconia pinlity 
Nee manus auriculas imitata ell mobilis albas. 
Nee llnguacy quantum iitiat canis Apula, tantac. 

Vos, 



Till the Creator llujb to fee 
How b$rrihle bis wtrU can bt : ' 
While I will olory to BLASPHIMI9 
And maks the joys of hell my theme. 

The reader^ perhaps, wonders what dreadful event gave 
lurth to thefe fearful imprecations. As far as I can colledt, 

it 
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SkillM in one ufefulfcience at the leaft, 135 

The great man comes, and fpreada a fumptuous feaft : 
Then, when his guefts behold the prize at flake, 
And thirft and hunger only are awake, 
My friends, he cries, what do the galleries fay, 
And what the boxes, of my laft new play ? 146 

Speak freely, tell me all— come, be fincere ; 
For truth, you know, is mufic to my ear. 
Tkey fpeak ? Alas, they cannot ! But ihall I, 
I who receive no bribe, who dare not lye ? 
This then — " that worfe was never writ before. 
Nor worfe will be — till thou fhalt write once 
more." 146 

Bleft be " two-headed Janus !" tho' inclined, 
No waggifh ftork can peck at him behind ; 
He no wry mouth, no lolling tongue can fear, 
Nor the brifk twinkling of an afs's ear. 150 



it was— the aforefaid Mrs. Robinfon's* w/ opening her eyes I ! I 
Surely it is moft devoutly to be wiftied that thefe poor crea- 
tures would recollect, amidil their frigid ravings, and com- 
non-place extravagancies, that excellent maxim of Pope — 

*< Perfift, by nature, rcafon, tafte, unawM j 

** But learn, ye Dunces, not tofcorn your God." 

, But 
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Vo», O patricHis fanguis, quos viverc fiis eft 

Occipiti caeco, pofUcae occurrite fannae. 

Quia populi fenno eft ? quis enim, nifi carmina molli 

Nunc demum numero Buere, ut per leve fer^eros 

Effun<Jat jun^ura ungue s 

SifC opus in mores, in luxum, in prandia regum, 

Dicere res grandes noftro dat Mufa poet*. 

Ecce modo heroas fenfus afferre videmut , 

Nugari 
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But youy ye St, Johns, curs'd with one poor hcad» 
Alas ! what mockeries haye not ye to dread I 

Hear now our guefts :— -The crkks. Sir ! they 
cry- 
Merit like yours the critics may defy. 154 
But this indeed they fay — " Your varied rhymes, 
At once the boafl and envy of the times. 
In every page, fong, fonnet, what you vnll. 
Shew boundlefs genius, and unrivall'd flcill. 

If comedy be yours, the fearching ftrain 
Gives a fweet pleafure, fo chaftis'd by pain, 160 

Than e*en the guilty at their fufiFerings foiile. 
And blcfs the lancet, tho* they bleed the while. 
If tragedy, th' impaffion'd numbers flow 
In all the fad variety of woe. 

With fuch a h'quid lapfe, that they betray 1 6$ 

The breaft unwares, and fteal the foul away." 

Thus fool'd, the moon-ftruck tribe, whofe beft 
euays 
Sunk in acroftics and in roundeUyt, 
To loftier labours now pretend a call. 
And buftle in heroics, one and alL 
E*en Bertie bums of gods and chiefs to fing— 
Bertie> who lately twitter'd to the ftring 

Hit 
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Nugaii folitos Grxcif nee ponere lucum 
Artifices, nee rus faturum laudare. — Euge, poeta ! 
Eft nunc Brifaei quern venofus liber Acci 
Sunt quo8 Pacuviufquc, et vemicofa moretur 
Antiopa, aerumnis cor ludificabile fiilta. 

Hoi 



• Where airy lays, &c. 

*( Was it the ihuttle of the morn 
" That hung upon the cobweb'd thorn 
*< Thy airy lay ? Or did it rife, 
** In thoufand rich enamell'd dyes, 
** To greet the noon-day fun," &c. 

Bell's Album^ yoI. ii. 

t Mix 
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His namby-pamby madrigals of love. 
In the dark dingles of a glittering grove, j 
Where airy lays *, woven by the hand of morn, 
Were hung to dry upon a cobweb thorn ! ! ! 176 

Happy the foil where bards like mufhrooms rife, 
And a(k no culture but what Byfhe fupplies ! 
Happier the bards who, write whatever they will. 
Find gentle readers to admire them Hill ! j 8q 

Some love the verfe that like Maria's flows. 
No rubs to dagger, and no fenfc to pofe ; 
Which read, and read, you raife your eyes in doubt. 
And gravely wonder what it is about, 
Thefe fancy " Bell's Poetics" only fweet, 185 
And intercept his hawkers in the ftreet ; 
There, fmoking hot, inhale f Mit Yen da's drains. 
And the rank fume of Tony Pasq^in's brains J. 

Others, 



f Mit Yenda. This is Mr. Tim, alias Mr. Timothy Ad- 
ney, a mod pertinacious gentleman, who makes a confpicu- 
ous figure in' the papers under the ingenious fignaturc above 
cited ; being, as the reader already fees, his own name read 
backward. " Gentle dulnefs ever loves a joke !" 

Of his prodigious labours I have nothing by roe but the fol- 
lowing flanza, taken from what he calls his Poor Man : 

Reward 



,y Google 



C 30 3 



Reward the bounty of jour generous hand, 

Your head each night in comlbrt ihall be laU^ 
And plenty fmile throughout your fertile land. 
While I do haften to the filent grtevt* 
«' Good morrow, my worthy mailers antf miftrefles all ; 
and a merry Chriftmas to you." 

J Tony Pasqjuin. — I have too much refpeA for my 
reader to affront him with any fpecimeus of this man*s poe- 
try, at once licentious and dull beyond example : at the fame 
Xirae I cannot rcfift the temptation of prefenting hira with 
the following (tanzas, written by a friend of mine, and fufl- 
cieiitly illuilrative of the charadler in queftion : 

To Anthony PA8<^uiN,Efq. 

Why doft thou tack, moft fimple Anthony, 
The name of Pafjuin to thy ribhald ftrains ? 

Is it a fetch of wit, to let us fee 

Thou, like that ftatue, art devoid of brains } 

But thou miitak'ft s for know, tho* Pafquin's head 
Be full as hard, and near as thick, as thine ; 

Yet has the world admiring on it read 
Many a keen gibe, and many a fportive line. 

While nothing from thy jobbernowl can fpring 
But impudence and filth 5 for out, alas I 
8 ■ Do 
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Others, like Kemble, on Uack letter pore, 
And what they do not underfbndt adore ; 1 90 

Buy 

Do what we will, 'tis iliU the fame vile thing, 
Withio, all brick-duil — and without, all hrais. 

Then blot the name of Pas qu in from thy page : 
Thou feeft it will not ttiy poor rifF-rafFfell. 

Some oAcr wotildft thou take ? I dare engage 
JoHX Williams, or Tom Fool, will do as well. 

I am forry to fay, that this Ihort Addrefs to Anthony has 
had an effe(5t which I neither wilhed nor expedted. A 
Captain Wathen, feeing honourable mention made of the 
hard and impaffible nature of this miferable object's head, 
and reafoning (as it feems) from analogy, naturally enough 
conceived that liis back and Ihoulders were of the fame fluff, 
and accordingly applied a cudgel to them with great per- 
feverance. It appears, however, that the Captain made a 
grievous miftake ; for I learn from Anthony's lamentable 
howlings in the daily papers, that his (houlders were bruifed 
and cut, and his back fwellcd into more bumps than Ther- 
iites* formerly, in the ill-judged experiment. 

To atone, in fome meafure, for the mifchief I have inno- 
cently done, I give public notice that every part of An- 
thony (except as before excepted) is as foft as batter-pud- 
ding, and not to be touched. All manual applications, there- 
fore, muft be made to his head: indeed, if I might be 

thought 
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Ho 6 puens monitus patres inftindere lipnos 

Cum videas, quaerifque unde haec fartago loquendi 

Venerit in linguas ? unde iftud dcdecus ? 

Fur es, ait Pedio. Pedius quid ? crimtna rafis 
Librat in antithetis ; do£las pofuiiTe figuras 
Laudatur; bellum hoc. Hoc bellum? An Romule 



ceves 



Sed 



thought worthy to advife, they ihould not be made at all — 
for Cui bono ? fince Shakefpeare, or fomebody for him, 
well obferves, that peeling 

Refides not in the part that does not feel. 

♦ Lo ! Beaufoy, ice.—*' The feet are accontmodateJ with 
ihoos +, and the head is froteQea by a — ^woollen nightcap." 
African Association, p. 139. 

f Shoes. — By your leave, maftcr critic, here is a fmall 
overfight in your quotation. The gentleman does not fay 
their feet are accommodated with Jhces, but with Jlippen, 
For the reft, accommodatey as I learn, is a fcholar-like word, 
and a word of exceeding great propriety. Accommodate ! it 
comes from accommodo : that is, when a man's feet are, as they 
fay, accommodated ; or when they are* — being — whereby they 
may be thought to be accommodated ; which is an ex- 
cellent thing. Printer's Devil. 

" Fronv 
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Buy at vaftfumsthe/r^ of ancient days. 
And draw on prodigality for praife. 
Thefe, when fome lucky hit, or lucky price^ 
Has blefs'd them with " The Boke ofgode advicCf* 
For ehes and algates only deign to feek, 19S 

And live upon a whilome for a week. 

And can we, when fuch mope-eyed dolts arc placed 
By thoughtlefs fafhion on the throne of tafte— 
Say, can we*wonder whence this jargon flows, 
This motley fuftian, neither verfe nor profe, 200 

This old new language that defiles our page. 
The refufe and the fcum of every age ? 

Lo, Bcaufoy * tells of Afric^s barren fand 
In all the flow'ry phrafe of fairy land : 
There Fezzan*s thrum-capp*d tribes, Turks, Chrif- 
tians, Jews, 205 

Accommodate^ ye gods ! their feet with (hoes. 
There meagre fhrubs inveterate mountains grace. 
And hru/bwood breaks the ampRtude offpace. 

Perplexed 

*^ From this fcene of gladfome comraft, i. e. from the 
mouQtain of Zillau (p. 288), whofe rugged fides ar© marked 
with fcanty fpots of bruihwood, and enriched with ftores^of 
water, to the long afcent of the broad rock of Gerdobai^ 
(p. Z89), from whofe inflexible barrennefs little is to be 
I> got-. 
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Sed numeria decor eft, & jundura addita cnidis* 
Claudere fie verfum didicit Berecynthius Atys, 
£t qui csrukum dirimebat Nerea Delphin. 



got — from this fcene, I fay, of gladfoiue contrait to the ^ 
inveterate mountains of Gegogib, &c.** 

**In the long courfe of a feven-days paflage, the tra- 
Teller is fcarcely fenfible that a few fpots of thin and meaffre 
bmihwood "flighlly interrupt the vaft expanfe of fterility, 
and diminiih the amplitude of defolation ! 1 1" 
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PerplexM with terms fo vague and undefin'il, 

I blunder on ; till wilderM, giddy, blind, 210 ' 

Where'er I turn, on clouds I feemto tread j 

And call for MandeviUe to eafe my head. 

Oh for the good old times I When all was new. 
And every hour brought prodigies to view, 
Our fires in unafFeded language told 215 

Of ftreams of amber, and of rocks of gold : 
Full of their theme, they fpurn'd all idle art. 
And the plain tale was trufted to the heart. 

Now all is changed ! We fume and fret, poor elves ! 
Lefs to difplay our fubjefi, than ourfelves : 220 

Whatever we paint — a grot, a flow'r, a bird, 
Heavens, how we fweat, laborioufly abfurd ! 
Words of gigantic bulk, and uncouth found. 
In rattling triads the long fentence bound ; 
While points with points, with periods periods jar, 2 2^ 
And the whole work feems one continued war I 
Is not THIS fad? 

F. " 'Tis pitiful, God knows, 
•* *Tis wondrous pitiful/' E*en take the profe ; 
But for the poetry — oh that, my friend, 
I ftill afpire — nay, fmile not — ^to defend. 23Q 

You praife our fires: but, though they wrote with force> 
Their rhymes were vicious, .and their didion coarfs 5 
I>2 Wc 
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Sic coftam longo Ibbdaximus Appennino. 
•*Anna virum'*— nonnc hoc ^uiiio(am & cortice 
pi^fiii? 

Vt 



1 



* Hafteiiy &c.— This and the following quotation aro 
taken from the *' Laurel of Liberty,*' a work on which 
the great author moil julUy refts his claims to immortality. 

+ Wefton. — ^This indefatigable gentleman has been at* 
tacking the moral character of Pope in the Gentleman's 
Magazine, with all the virulence of Gildon, all the impu- 
dence of Smedley, and all the ignorance of Curl and his 
aflbciatee. 

What the viewjs of the immaciilate Sylvanus may be> in 

ftaading 
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We want th^ Jrenpi : agreed. But ire atone 
For that, and more, hj fibeetnefs all our own. 
To inftance — « * Haften to the lawny vale, 235 

*< Where yellow morning breathes her faflFron gale, 
«* And bathes the landfcape — *' 

P. Pfhaw ! I have it here : 
•* A voice feraphic grafps my liftening ear : 
** Wondering I gaze ; when, lo ! methought afar, 
** More bright than dauntlefs day's imperial ftar, 
•* A godlike form advances." 

F. You fuppofe 241 

Thefe lines perhaps too turgid ; what of thofe ? 
«< The mighty mother—" 

P. Now *tis plain you fneer. 
For f Wcfton*8 felf could find no fcmblance here. 

Wefton ! 



Coding cap in hand, and complacently holding open the 
door of the temple, for near two years, to this *• execrable* 
£roflratus, I know not* He cannot fare be weak enough to 
fuppofe an obfcure fcribbler like this has any charges to 
bring againft our great poet, that eicaped the vigilant male* 
volence of the Weflons of the Dunciad. Or if ever, from 
the natural goodnefs of his heart, he cheriihed fo laudable 
a fuppoiitioa, he ought (whatever it may coft him) to 
forego it : when, after twenty tnonthsi nothing is produced 
Dj but 
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Ut ramale vetira praegrandi fubere codum. 
Quidiiam igitur tenerum, & laxa ccrvice legendum ? 
•^, Torva 



but an exploded accufation taken from the moft common 
edition of the Dnnciad ; which, as nothing but Weftonian 
rancour could firfl make, fo nothing but WeAonian flu- 
pidity can now revive. 

It has been fuggefled to me, that this nightman of litera- 
ture defigns to reprint as much as can be coUefted of the 
heroes of the Dunciad. — If it be fo, the dirty work of tra- 
ducing Pope may be previoufly neceffary ; and prejudice 
itfelf mufl own, that he has fliewn uncommon penetration 
in the felc6"tion of the blind and outrageous mercenary 
now fo laborioufly employed in it. 

Whatever 
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We(!on I who, flunk from truth's impenou9 h'ght. 

Swells, like a filthy toad, with fecret fpite, 245 

Andy envying the fair fame he cannot hope, 

Spits his black venom at the duft of Pope, 

Reptile accuysM ! — O memorable long. 

If there be force in virtue or in fong, 250 

O injur'd bard ! forgive the grateful flrain, 

That I, the humbleft of the tuneful train, 

With glowing heart, yet trembling hand repay 

For many a penfive, many a fprightly lay : 

So may thy varied verfe, from age to age, 255 

Inform the fimple, and delight the fage I 



Whatever be the defign, the proceedings are by no means 
inconfiflent with the plan of a work which may not un- 
aptly be ilyled the charnel-house of reputation, 
and which, from the days of Lauder to the prefent, has 
delighted to afperfe every thing venerable amongft us— 
which accufed Swift of luft, and Addifon of drunkennefs ; 
which infulted the alhes of Toup while they were yet warm, 
and gibbeted poor Henderfon alive ; which afFefted to 
idolize the great and good Howard, while idolatry was 
painful to him ; and the moment he fell, glorioufly fell, 
in the exercife of the moft fublime virtue, attempted ta 
ftigmatife him as a brute and a monfter ! 

D4 While 
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Torva Mimalloncis impkrunt cornua bombiSy 

£t raptum Titulo caput ablatura fuperbo 

Baflaris 

Haec fierenty ii tefticuli vena uUa paterni 

ViveVet in nobis ? fumma ddttmbe faliva. 



Hoc 



• Canft thou, Matilda,* &c. (vide Album, vol. ii.)- Ma- 
tilda ! *' nay then, I'll never tnift a madman again." It 
was but a few minutes fince, that Mr. Merry died for the 
love of Laura Maria ; and now is he going to do the fame 
thing for the love of Anna Matilda ? 

What the ladies may fay to fuch a fwaiii, I know not s 
but certainly he is too prone to run wild, die, &c. &c. 
Such indeed is the combuilible nature of this gentleman, 

that 
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Wlule canker d Weftom, and hts loatMbme rhymesi 
JStink in the nofe of all iuoceeding times I 

Enough* But where (for thde, you feem to (ay. 
Are famples of the high, heroic lay) 260 

Where are the foft, the tender ftrains, that call 
For the moid eye, bowM head, and lengthen'd drawl ? 
Lo ! here—" * Canft thou, Matilda, urge my fate, 
** And bid me mourn thee ? — yes, and mourn too late ! 
** O rafh, fevcre decree ! my maddening brain 26^ 
** Cannot the ponderous agony fuftain ; 
** But forth I rufh, from vale to mountain run, 
** And with my mind's thick gloom obfcure the fun." 

Heavens ! if our ancient vigour were not fled. 
Could VERSE like this be written or be read ? 270 
Verse ! that's the melbw fruit of toil intenfe, 
Infpir'd by genius, and inform'd by fen£e ; 

. — ^ 

that he takes fire at every female fignature in the papers : 
and I remember, that when Olauclo Equiano (who, for a 
black, is not ill-featured) tried his hand at a foft fonnet, 
and by miftake fubfcribed it 0/auda, Mr. Merry fell fo def- 
perately in love with him, and << yelled out fuch fyllables of 
«< dolour" in confequtnce of it, that << the pitiful hearted" 
negro was frightened at the miichief he had done, and tranf- 
mitted in all ha(te the following correction to the editor-* 
^< For Olayd^ pleafe to read Okmh, the black mait." 
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I)oc natat in labris : et in udo eft Maenas et Atys ; 
Nee pluteum cxdit>.nec demorfos fapit ungues* 
, Sed quid opus teneras mordaci radere vexx> 
'Auriculas ? vide (is, ne majorum tibi forte 

Limiii 



• Of this yj&tfj alfera Roma, this fecond hope of the age, 
the following Aanzas will afford a fufficient fpecimen. 
They are taken from a ballad which Mr. Bell, an ad- 
mirable judge of thefe matters, calls a << very mellifluous one; 
eafyi artlefs, and unaffected.'* 



CeMtfy o'er the rifing hil/ows 
Softly Heals the bird of night, 

JRufil'mg thro' the bending *ufi/lows ; 
Fluttering pinions mark her flight. 

Whither now in ^lence hending^ 
Ruthlefs winds deny thee refi 5 

Chilling nigbt-dewt faft defcending 
Clifien on thy downy breaft. 



Seeking 
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This, the abortive progeny of Pride 
And Dulnefs, gentle pair, for aye allied ; 
begotten without thought, born without pains, 275 
The ropy drivel of rheumatic brains. 

F, So let it be. And yet, methinks, my friend. 
Silence were wife, where fatire will not mend. 
Why wound the feelings of our noble youth. 
And grate their tender ears with odious truth ? 280 
They cherifh * Amo, and his flux of fong. 
And hate the man who tells 'em they are wrong. 

Thy 



Seeking fome kind hand to guide thee, 

Wififul turns thy fearful eye j 
Trembling as the willows bide thee, 

Sheltered from th' inclement flcy. 

The ftory of this poor owl, who was at one and the fame 
time at fea and on land, (ilent and noify, Iheltered and ex- 
pofed, is continued through a few more of thefe " mellifluous" 
Aanzas : which the reader, I doubt not, will readily forgive 
me for omitting ; more efpecially if he takes in the Oracle, 
a PAP sR honoured (as the grateful editor very properly has it) 
by the effiifions of this ** artlefs" gentleman, above all others. 

N. B. On looking again^ I find the owl to be a Ni|htin* 
gale .— sN'importe, 

It 
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Limina frigefcant : ibnat hic dc nare canina 
Litera. Per me eqiMdem fint omnia protiBOS alba^ 
Kil moror : euge» omnes, omoes bene mirtt ends res. 
Hoc juvat : hic inqoiSy veto quifquam £u^it <^etnm« 

Pbgc 



It was faii of Theophilus Cibber (I think by Goldfmith), 
that as he grew older, he grew never rtie better. Much 
the fame (mutatis mutandis) may be faid cf the gentlemen 
of the Baviad. After an tnterval of two yean, I find the 
« mellifluous" Arno celebrating Mrs. Robinfon's Novel in 
Idrains like thefe : 

F^r tie ORACLE. 

SOKNET to Mrs. ROBINSOK, 

Vfon reading her VjiNCENZA. 

WHAT never-ceafing Miific 1 From the thrane 
Where fweeteil Ssnsibility enfhrin'd 

Poors oot her tender triumphs, all alone 
To every murmoriog breeze of paffing wind ! 

O, bleil 
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Thy fete Already I forcfee. My Lord 
With cold refpcA will freeze thee from his board ; 
And his Grace cry, " Hence with your fapknt fneer ! 
*• Hence ! we dcfire no curriih critic here.'^ 286 

P, Enough. Thank heaven ! my error now I fee. 
And all fhall be divine henceforth for me : 
Yes, St. John's doggrel, Greathead's lumbering line. 
And Merry's whipt-cream, all, forfooth, divine ! 29P 

F. 'Tis well. Here let th' indignant ftridurc 
ceafe. 
And ***** at length enjoy his fool in peace* 

O, bleft with all the lovely lapfe of Spng, 
That bathes with pureft balm the foften'd breaft, 

I fee thee urge thy Fancy's courfe along 
The folemn glooms of Gothic piles uniUft^ 

Vancenza rifes— o'er her time-touch'd fpires 
Guilt unrtveoTd hovers with killing dew, 

Fruftrates the fondnefs of the Virgin's fires. 
And bares tt^e murd^roui Casket to her view. 

The thrilling pulfe creeps back upon each Heart, 
And Horror lords it by thy fafcinating Art. 

ARNO. 

Et vitula tu dignus, et Hijic ! The Novel is worthy of the 
Poetry ; the Poetry o£ the Novel. 

P. Come 
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Pinge duos angucs : pueri, facer eft locusi extra 
Mejite ; difcedo : fecuit Lucilius urbemy 
Te Lupe, te Muti, & genuinum fregit in illis* 
Men' mutire nefas, nee clam, nee cum fcrobe? 
V Nufquam. 



Hic 
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P. Came then, around their works a circle draw. 
And near it plant the dragons of the law ; 
With labels writ, " Critics far hence remove, 295 
** Nor dare to cenfurC what the great approve." • 
I go. Yet Hall could lafh with noble rage 
The purblind patron of a former age. 
And laugh to fcprn th* eternal fonnetteer 
That made goofe-pinions and white rags fo dear. 
Yet Oldham, in his rude, unpolifh'd ftrain, 501 

Could hifs the clamorous, and deride the vain. 
That bawl'd their rhymes inceffant thro' the town. 
Or brib'd the hawkers for a day's renown. 
Whate'er the theme, with honeft warmth they 
wrote, 305 

Nor car'd what Mutius of their freedom thought : 
Yet profe was venial in that happy time, 
And life had other bufinefs than to rhyme. 

And may not I — now this pernicious peft, 
This metromania, creeps thro' every breaft ; 310 

Now fools and children void their brains by loads. 
And itching grandams fpawl lafcivious odes ; 
Now lords and dukes, curs'd with a fickly tafte, 
While Burns* pure healthful nurture runs to wafte. 
Lick up the fpittle of the bed-rid mufe, 3 1 5 

And riot on the fweepings of the (tews ; 

Say, 
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Hie UMen lafbdiam. Vidi» tUi ip£t^ KbcQe : 
Auriculas afiai Mida rex kabet. Hoc ego opcrluai^ 
Hoc ridere Hieum tarn ai^ nulla tibi vendo 
Iliade. Audaci cpuictraquc afllate Crattno, 
Iratum EufH^dem prcgrandi cum fene paUes, 
Afpice & haccy fi forte alti|uid decodtus audis^ 
Inde vaporata ledor mihi ferveat aure^ 



Non 
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Say, may not I expofe— 

F. No— 'tis unfafc, 
Prudencey my friend. 

P. What ! not deride, not laugh ? 
Weill thought at leaft is free — ' 

F. O yet forbear. 

P. Nay, then, I'll dig a pit, and bury ther^ 
The dreadful truth that fo alarms thy fears : 321 

The town, the town, good pit, has asses ears* 
Thou think'ftf perhaps, this wayward fancy flrange ; 
So think thou (till ; yet would not I exchange 
The fecret humour of this fimple hit 32^ 

For all the Albums that were ever writ. 
Of this no more. O thou (if yet there be 
One bofom horn this vile infedion free), 
Thou who canft thrill with joy, or glow with ire. 
As the great matters of the fong infpire ; 3 30 

Canft hang enamour'd o^er the magic page. 
Where defperate ladies defperate lords engage. 
Gnomes, fylphs, and gods the fierce contentipn (hare. 
And heaven and earth hang trembling on a hair $ 
Canft quake with horror while Emilia^s charms 
Againft a brother point a brother's arms, 33$ 

And trace the fortune of the varying firay^ 
While hour on hour flits unperceiv'd away— 

£ Approach : 
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Non hicy qui in crq)ida8 Graiorem ladcre g^ftUy^ 
Sefe aliquem credens, Italo quod heiuMt Aipmm 

Frege- 



♦ Edwin's meto/ings, &c.]— We come notr to a ctuffaAcf 
of high refptfft, the prdfound Mr. T. Vatighaiiy who^ iifi<tei' 
the alluring fignature of £dwin> favours ns from time ,to 
time with a melancholy poem od the death of a bug, die 
flight of an earwig, the mifcarriage of a cock-chafier, or 
ibme other event of equal importance. 

His laft work was an Eirnafiif (bleffings on his learn- 
ing !)^ which I take for grahted means an Epitaph, on a 
Aioufe that broke her heart : and> as it was a matter <^ 
great confequence^ he very propedy made the intrddti6Hoit 
as long as the poem itCeU^ Hear hew gravely he f r<H 
Idgifeth s ( 



On 
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Approach : *twixt hope and fear I wait. O deign 
To caft a glance on this incondite ftrain : 34O 

Here, if thou find one thought but well expreft, 
One fentence higher fi«ifh'd than the reft, 
Such as may win thee to proceed awhile. 
And fmooth thy forehead with a gracious fmile, 
I aik no more* But far from me the throng, 345 
Who fancy fire in Laura's vapid fong. 
Who Anna's bedlam-rant for fenfe can take, 
And over * Edwin's mewlings keep awake j 

Yes, 

On a tame moufe, luhicb belonged to a lady wbo faved its life, 

tntftantly fed it, and even weft, foor lady! at its apfroaching 

\Uath, The ntaufeU eyei aBually drop fed out of its head, foor 

mttft-' THE PAY BEFOXS IT DIED. 

. This feeling Moufe, whofe heart was warm'd 
By Pity's pureft ray, 
Becaufe her Miftrefs dropt a tear, 
Wept both her eyes away. 

By fympathy dcpriv*d of light. 

She one day's darknefs tried ; 
The grateful tear no mote could flow ^ 

So lik'd it not, and died. 

E * May 
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May we, when others weep for at. 

The debt with int'reft pay — 
Andy when the gen'rous fonts are dry» 

Revert to native clay* 

EDWIN. 

Mr. T. Vaughan has aflerted that he, is not the author of 
this matchlefs Evirafioif with fuch fpirit, and retorted upon 
one Baviad (whom without all controverfy the learned gen«* 
tleman takes to be a man) with fuch ftrength of arg^ument, 
, and elegance of di6tion> that I Ihould wrong both him and 
the reader, to give it in any words but his own. 

** Well faid, Baviad the correft 1— And fothe profound 
Mr. T. Vaughan, as you politely ftyle him, writes under the 
alluring iignature of Edwin, does he ? and therefore a very 
proper fubjeft for your, fatiric. malignity !— But fuppofe for 
a moment, as the trutb^ and t\)efa& is, that this gentleman 
never did ufe that fignature upon ;my occafion, in whatever 
he may have written : Do not you, the identical Baviad, in 
that cafe, for ydur uprovoked abufe of him, immediately 
fan under your own chara6ber of that Nightman of Literature 
you fo liberally afiign Wefton ? And like him too, if there 
is any truth in what you iay or write, do yon not 



Swell like a filthy toad vfith fecret fpite ? 
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Yc8, far from mc, whatever their birth or place, 
Thcfe long-car'd judges of the Phrygian race, 350 

The ayes have it. And ihould you not be as well verfed 
in your favourite Author's Fourth Satire, as you are in the 
Firft, with your leave, I will jttote from it two emphatic 
lines: 

Ut nemo, &c. 

*< Into themfelves how few, how few defcend, 
** And z£k, at home, the &ee impartial friend ! 
'* None fee their own, but all with ready eye 
« The pendent wallet on a neighbour fpy ; 
*^ And like a Baviad will recount his ihame, 
** Tacking his very errors to bh name** 

Oracli, 1 2th Jan. 

And, in God's name, to whofe ihould they be tacked, but 
the author's 1 Let not the reader, however, . imagine the 
abfurdity to proceed from Perfms, or his ingenious tranflator. 
<* The truth and the faft is," that our learned brother, 
having a fmall change to make in the two laft lines, blun- 
dered them with his ufual acutenels into nonfenfe. He is 
not much more happy when he calls Wefton " the Nightman 
of Literature"— as it is not ufual to fay, men « hire" them* 
felves--But when a gentleman does not know what he writes, 
it is a little hard upon him to expeA he ihould know what 
he reads^— After all, Edwin or net, our egregious friend is 
. ftiU the riOTOVMP Mr. T* Vaughan. 

Their 
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Fregerit hemiiww— 

Hia mane ediftumt pojft prandia CalliroSSi do. 



FINIS. 



I 
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Their cenfure and their praife alike I fcorn. 

And hate the laurel by their followers worn ! 

Let fuch, a tafk congenial to their powers. 

At Tales and au6tions waile the morning hours. 

Wile the duU noon away in Chriftie's fane, 355 

And fnore the evening out at Drury-lane ; 

LullM by the twang of Benfley's nafal note, 

And the hoarfe croak of Kemblc's foggy throat* 



FINIS. 
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